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"I haven't said anything to hurt you, have I?"

"Yes, you have."

But she failed entirely to understand the nature of the hurt he
spoke of. She said that her feeling for him was one of veneration
and respect. Hadn't he lowered himself to her level? Hadn't he
sometimes deigned to raise her to his? With a movement as
insincere as her words had been, she seized his hand and drew it
to her lips. He snatched it away. Annoyed by the action, she got
up, went over to the window, and stared out at die drenched
garden. He, too, had risen. Without turning her head, she spoke:

"Wait till the shower's over."

He made no move, but stood there in the dark room. In all
things a man^of method, he employed the agonizing moments
in rooting from his heart all desire and all hope. Everything was
over, really over. From now on, nothing that had to do with this
woman would ever more concern him. He had wididrawn from
the battle. With his hand he made in the empty air the gesture
of a man sweeping some obstacle aside.

Maria turned her head:

"It has stopped raining," she said.

Seeing that he still did not move, she hastened to add diat it
wasn't that she wanted to get rid of him, but wouldn't it be as
well to take advantage of this momentary break? She offered
him an umbrella which at first he accepted, only, a moment
later, to refuse, because he had caught himself thinking, 'I shall
have to bring it back: that'll give me a chance to see her
again.'

He felt no pain, but only a sense of enjoyment in the tail end
of the storm. His thoughts ran on himself, or rather on one part
of himself. He was like a man who finds consolation for the
death of a friend in die certainty that he has ceased to suffer. He
had played and lost. No use crying over spilled milk. Hence-
forward nothing would matter to him but his work. Yesterday
they had rung him up from the laboratory to say that the dog